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his simple trust in them and their complete faith
in his mission.   Later on my Mormon friend took
me to the Immigration Canyon some miles away
and showed me with emotion the Old Trail hal-
lowed in his eyes by the steps of his great emigrat-
ing ancestors.   The ride up the Canyon was one of
extraordinary fascination to me both on account of
the great traditions it enshrined and the autumn
tints of the most beautiful and delicate shades I
noticed whichever side I happened to turn my eyes.
One of the extraordinary things I was told about the
state of Utah was that it spent 87 per cent, of its
revenue on education.   To give me some idea of
their educational institution my friend took me to
the City College and there, after taking me round
the several buildings, introduced me to the Pro-
fessor of History.    After conversing with me on
several topics of general interest,  the Professor
begged me to give the advantage of my presence
there to his pupils and address them a few minutes
on any subject I chose.   Being taken by surprise
by the strange request, I said I had no talent for
speaking and would rather be excused.  " That is a
strange confession to make," said my companion,
" for a person who was once a professor himself."
" It does seem strange," I remarked, " but it is none
the less true that professors often make the worst
speakers."    However, the professor was insistent
, and I saw no way out of the difficulty except by
addressing a few sentences to the students who had
already gathered in the lecture-room and were
awaiting us impatiently. The most obvious subject